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Prologue: The Gig 
May |, 1987. 


Jerry shook his head. 
Closed his eyes. 
Opened them again. 
Rubbed at his ears. 
Rubbed at his eyes. 
Eyes grew wide. 


Mouth fell open. 
"This is it", he thought, "This is what I've always wanted to see, what I've always wanted to hear". 


His heart was pounding hard in his chest. 

He ran his fingers through his long silky hair, bobbed his head up and down, tapped his foot and whooped and 
laughed as the singer he was watching in awe strutted and jumped across the stage, making the crowd go wild 
in approval. 


He shook his head in disbelief and laughed again. 


"This guy, this fucking guy. I've got to meet him. I've got to be in a band with him." 


This was it. 
The fucking beginning. 


Chapter |: Introductions 


The after-show party at Jonny's was booming. Some were getting drunk, some were getting high, some were 
dancing, some were jamming, some were making out. 

Jerry had a good buzz going, just drunk and high enough. He felt content. He'd looked around for the singer he'd 
been so taken by at the gig, as this was the main reason he'd come all the way to this party, but he hadn't 
found him. He'd heard that the guy was called Layne Staley. Cool name, he thought. 

Still, he'd met some cool people and other guitarists, and now they were jamming together and he felt 
completely in his element. A few people had gathered round and some were dancing clumsily and headbanging. 


Jerry grinned and broke into a mad guitar solo. 

Layne's head suddenly popped out from under a huge pile of rubbish, making it tumble to the ground, 
"Dafuq!" He slurred. 

A bunch of people around him burst out laughing and cheered. 

"Assholes" he said, clumsily trying to get himself up. 


He had been awoken from his drunken slumber by the most awesome guitar sound he'd ever heard. It sounded 


so raw and dark and a bit discordant, and he fucking loved it. 
"What's that SOUND?" he exclaimed in awe. 
"Dunno", someone answered but it sounded so distant to him, "some guy jamming through there, in the lounge." 


He slowly made his way towards the music, his eyes wide and mouth agape, and he peered into the lounge, 
almost scared to look. 

There stood a man around 6 feet tall, about the same as him, with long shiny blonde hair hiding his face as he 
made it swirl in a blur of motion while his strong hands played a magnificent solo on the guitar. It was like time 


had slowed right down. He felt his heart pound really hard in his chest. 
"Jesus fuck" he mouthed. 


Suddenly the man looked up and his face lit up. Blue connected with blue and it was like an electric current shot 
from the two sets of eyes looking at each other. He stopped playing immediately, guitar hanging from his neck 
by the strap, and they stared at each other for just a moment but to them it felt like time had stopped and 
they were alone in the room. They couldn't explain it but damn, this was something special. 

Suddenly Jerry grinned widely and Layne reciprocated. They gracelessly made their way towards each other, 
stepping over bodies and bottles littering the floor. 

They introduced themselves and went to shake hands but instead ended up awkwardly hugging each other. 
Somehow this seemed more fitting for both of them. It felt right. 


Then they both exclaimed "You were amazing!", to each other at exactly the same time and chuckled. 


Then they were just jinxed - every time one of them tried to start speaking, the other started speaking at 
EXACTLY the same moment. They collapsed into fits of laughter. 


“Alright, alright man, you start", said Layne, still chuckling, and he briefly squeezed Jerry's shoulder in a 


friendly manner. 

"Ok, well, fuck!" Jerry began, wiping tears of laughter from his eyes, "I've got so much to say to you, | don't 
know where to begin. Erm, so | was at the gig earlier, and you were just fucking incredible. | was blown away 
by your voicel I've never heard anything like it before. I'm kind of lost for words to be honest! | just had to 
come to this party so | could meet you... I'd been looking for you.." he trailed off. 


There was more than one meaning in that last sentence and he sensed that Layne understood this. 


"Gee, fuck, thanks man! | feel the same way about you - your guitar playing is just out of this world. It's just 


what I've been looking for.. what I've always wanted to hear, somehow..", Layne said, deep in thought. 

Now it was Jerry's turn to nod eagerly and Layne KNEW he understood completely. 

He explained to Jerry how he'd drunkenly fallen asleep in another room and so some people had taken this as an 
opportunity to hide him under a huge mountain of crap. They both laughed at this. 

"Ah, so that's why | couldn't find you", Jerry giggled 


"Yeah", Layne shook his head and smirked, "Bastards. Anyway, in a way it's a good thing, because | was then 
awoken by your guitar playing which was frankly the best way to wake up. It fucking rocked!" 


Jerry looked down shyly and smiled, and nervously ran a hand through his hair. 

"Wow, that means a lot. Thank you...” 

They continued talking for a while, mostly about their shared dream of becoming rock stars and making a living 
doing what they were so passionate about. 

Layne learnt that Jerry was currently going through a rough patch and was homeless, so without hesitation 
he invited him to stay with him at his practice space at the Music Bank. 

"Yes", Jerry said simply, without hesitation. And that was that. 


Layne punched the air with his fist and whooped. 


"Hold on just a sec, he said suddenly. | have to capture this moment." 


He went away and came back with a Polaroid camera. He asked someone to take a photo of them. 
For the photo he planted a big wet kiss on Jerry's cheek and Jerry winced and laughed. The photo was handed 
to Layne and they both looked at it and laughed. 


"Adorable", they both declared at exactly the same time. And they grinned at each other. 


Chapter 2: Music Bank 


Jerry quickly moved in with Layne. The music bark was open 24 hours a day and Layne worked as one of the 
key guys a few days a week. He usually worked the graveyard shift, I2-B8am. Basically folk would show up any 
time of the night and knock on the door. Then Layne would look through a peephole and open the door if they 
had a room there, walk them to their room and unlock it for them with the huge key ring which had about 
[50 keys on it. 

Jerry spent a lot of time in the office with Layne when he was working. They were both nighthawks, more 
used to sleeping during the day and being up at night. 

Layne loved nothing more than when Jerry would suddenly burst into the office in the middle of the night, 
guitar in hand, saying "DUDE! Listen to this riff I've just come up with!" And it was, of course, always 


incredible. 


Tonight Jerry stormed in as usual, gave Layne a friendly slap in the back and sat down. It was a quiet night at 
the office and Layne had just been sitting with his long legs extended and feet resting on the desk, watching 
Teen Wolf on the small 13" TV, smoking fags and eating Barbecue chips. He switched off the TV and smiled at 
Jerry. 


"Got something for me?" he enquired. 
"Nothing new, really", Jerry replied, "just kinda bored and fancied hanging out with my good buddy", he grinned. 


Then he started messing about on his guitar. 
Layne straightened up at once, eyes wide. Jerry continued playing the same riff. 


Then after a few minutes it just came to Layne: 


"A aaaaaaaaaaaaaaaocoowwww... 


IIllll'm the maaaaan in the box. 


Woooooooon't youuuuuuu coooooome aaaaaand save me? Saaave meeee" 


They looked at each other and just like the first time they'd met, a lightning bolt shot across the two. Jerry 
continued playing. 


"FEEEEEEED MY EEEEEYES" Layne screamed, 
"Can you sew them shut?" Jerry sang softly. 
Jerry stopped playing for a split second and they stared at each other, mouths agape, hearts racing, the air 


electric. 


Layne closed his eyes. 


"JEEEEEEESUS CHRIIIIIST’ he yelled. 

"Deny your maker", Jerry replied. 

"Will be wasted", Jerry sang back. 

"Oh feeeeeed my eeeeeyes", Layne sang. 

"Now you've sewn them..", Jerry began 

"SHUTI!" Layne screamed, punching the air with both fists in victory. 

Jerry put down his guitar and sprinted out of the room. He then came back with a little tape recorder. Layne 
nodded at him. Jerry set it up and they played and sang what they had again from the top. 

He stopped recording and they both stared at each other for about a full minute, in complete silence. 

Then "WOW" they whispered at the same time, and both giggled excitedly. 

‘Our voices." Layne began 

"are PERFECT together" Jerry finished, nodding. 

"And how the fuck did we come out with that on the spot?! It was incredible!” Layne exclaimed in astonishment. 


"Not a clue.. it just.. came to me. Like that!", Jerry replied, snapping his fingers, "Same for you right?" 


Layne nodded. They both laughed in astonishment, shaking their heads. Then their eyes met again and they 
stood up and walked towards each other and hugged tightly for a minute. It felt right. 


"This is SO weird’, Jerry said, looking up, eyes wide, and both of his hands grasping Layne's head, "you're like..” 
he trailed off. 


"A... soulmate?" Layne finished. 


They both nodded and giggled embarrassingly. It sounded so fucking corny but that was EXACTLY what it felt 
like. 


At that very moment someone knocked on the front door so Layne had to leave. 
Jerry, still stunned, just stood there for a bit until he eventually got his senses back. He picked up his guitar 
and tape recorder and headed back to his and Layne's living quarters. It was nearing the end of Layne's shift 


anyway. 


He laid down on his mattress and stared at the ceiling, bright blue eyes focusing on the patterns the morning 

light pouring in from the window made. 

He grabbed the tape recorder and pressed PLAY, and listened to the track he and Layne had so amazingly and 

randomly come up with. It wasn't good quality, it sounded very tinny, but it was still incredible to Jerry and he 
felt extremely proud of himself and Layne. He kept rewinding it and listening to it again and again 


Now Jerry wasn't the type to express his feelings much, except in song, but suddenly he felt overwhelmed and 
he had to get it out somehow. He ruffled through his rucksack next to his bed and pulled out a pen and an old 
tattered, dog-eared notebook. Then he opened it and started scribbling his thoughts and feelings down 
frantically. 


Monday, May 25 1987 
| can't explain this. I've never believed in fate. But damn, this guy has just appeared in my life RIGHT where and 
when | feel | need him the most. It's like I've always known him in a way.. It sounds so silly, but its like he 


completes me. | feel whole when I'm with him, like he helps fill the huge void that mom and granny left me 
with... 


His eyes filled with tears and he stopped writing for a minute, blinking and taking deep breaths until he had 
regained his composure. 

He heard a key unlocking the door. 

He quickly stuffed the notebook and pen back in his bag as he heard Layne get in and close the door behind 
him. He was humming THEIR SONG. Jerry smiled excitedly and he felt his heart swell with joy. 


"Hey Layne!" he shouted. 
"Heya", Layne said looking up at him and smiling sweetly. He yawned, 
"You should.." Jerry began. 


"get some sleep? No shit", Layne snickered, stretching his arms in the morning light and yawning again, as the 
birds chirped outside. 


Jerry didn't want him to go to his own mattress though. He wanted him to stay with him. He wanted him close. 
Although he did think Layne was very handsome and charismatic and super cool, it obviously wasn't mere 
physical attraction that made him want Layne close to him. Their connection was a much deeper emotional one. 
He cleared his throat, feeling a bit embarrassed, and slowly shifted to the side of his mattress to clear a 
space. 


Layne smirked at Jerry and raised an eyebrow. 


"Weeeell? How's about it?" Jerry coved, staring straight into Layne's big blue eyes. 


"You want me to... erm...", Layne cleared his throat, "sleep with you, huh?" Layne replied suggestively, now 


raising both eyebrows and wiggling his tongue at Jerry. He had a twinkle in his eye. 

Jerry blushed and laughed "Well, yeah, just sleep..." 

"IFs cool, | get it, dude", Layne smiled warmly. 

| know", Jerry replied quietly, smiling back. 

Layne went to get his pillow and threw it across to Jerry's mattress. He took off his Green River t-shirt and 
sat down. He leaned over and took off his combat boots and socks, and then his belt and ripped jeans. He laid 
down, wearing only his underwear. 

Jerry was staring at him but quickly looked away when Layne turned on his side to look at him. 

"Well, you're not gonna sleep with all them clothes on, are ya?" Layne laughed. 

Jerry grinned and nudged him, then got up and closed the ugly orange striped curtains. The room got darker 
but there was still quite a bit of light so they could see each other well. He stripped down to his underwear 
and bent down to take his socks off. He felt that Layne's eyes were on him. He blinked slowly and straightened 


up again, running his hand through his hair. Layne quickly looked away but Jerry could see that he was smiling. 


Like what you see, huh?" Jerry asked mockingly, standing at the edge of the bed in his underwear, hands on 
hips. 


Layne looked back at him and they both blushed and chuckled. He didn't need to answer. 
Jerry laid down on his back on the mattress and sighed happily. Layne turned to him. 


| had the best night", he said. 

Jerry turned to him. "Me too", he said, "I'm SO excited about our song". 
They both grinned. 

"G'night", they said in unison 


Then they closed their eyes and drifted off to a deep sleep, feeling so safe and comfortable in each other's 


company. 


Chapter 3: Night Out 


Layne woke up with a start, wondering where he was, and then he remembered he was with Jerry. He looked 
at him and smiled. He was still asleep, looking so peaceful. He tentatively extended his hand to gently stroke 
Jerry's hair because it looked so soft. 

It was. 

Such lovely hair. 

Jerry stirred a little in his sleep but didn't wake up. 

Layne looked at the time. It was 5pm and he wasn't working tonight. 

"PARTAYYY" he thought happily. He sat up quietly and lit his first cigarette of the day. 

Jerry awoke a few minutes later. 


‘Morning, sunshine!" Layne sang, grinning. 


"Ughhhh", Jerry grunted, sticking his face in his pillow, "Morning Layne", he said, "well. afternoon’, he corrected 
himself, looking at his watch. 


Layne handed over the cigarette. Jerry took a few drags and handed it back 
"Any plans for tonight?" Layne asked 

Jerry shook his head. 

"Fancy going out and getting wasted?" Layne asked 

"OF course! Always up for that!" Jerry grinned 


"W0000000 Sex Drugs and Rock ‘N' Roll Babaaaayyyyyy! Yeah - eah - yyyyeaaaaah, ooooooh!" Layne bellowed, 
arching his back, hair flying. 


Jerry whooped and cheered, now fully awake and excited. 


| got PAID as well so | have all the MONEEEEYYYY!" Layne continued, "Let's go out and eat junk and 
PARTAYYYYYYIl" 


Jerry laughed and picked up his guitar, and played a jolly little riff. t was Layne's turn to cheer. 


"Right. Let's get dressed, doll! I'm taking you out! Wear something SEXAY!" He grinned and winked at Jerry. 
Music first though, they both agreed. So, they decided to put on Ministry's "With Sympathy". 


They both went to wash and get all pimped up. Jerry chose to wear a pair of skin tight bleached jeans and a 


big silver belt. He wore this with a ripped AC/DC black t-shirt and threw his black cropped leather jacket on 
top. Then he proceeded to lace up his |0-eye black combat boots. 

Layne opted for red leggings with ripped black denim shorts on top, and a big belt with copper medallions. Then 
he put on a red suede open vest top and a bright patchwork leather jacket. 

They then headed over to their full-length mirrors and proceeded to make their hair look marvellous. Layne 


carefully tied his long curly blonde hair into a high ponytail which cascaded all over the top of his head. 
"IM THE MOST FABULOUS PINEAPPLE!!!" he declared, fist punching the air. 
"That you certainly arel" Jerry replied, laughing. 


Layne danced and hummed along to the music while putting on a bit of black mascara to make his big blue 
eyes pop, and a bit of frosted pinkish lipstick, because it was still the eighties after all. Then he turned to 
Jerry and giggled when he saw that Jerry was cursing and losing a battle with the hairbrush. 


"Come over here and sit down", he ordered in a friendly but firm manner. 

He then proceeded to gently brush Jerry's long blonde hair. He fucking LOVED Jerry's hair. 
"Damn your hair is gorgeous", Layne said, "It's like a magnificent lion's mane", he laughed. 
"RAWR", Jerry roared, giggling. 


Layne then sprayed a bit of hairspray on Jerry's hair, making it even shinier, and teased it with a comb, 
putting a bit of volume in it. 


"Fucking yes!" Layne cried, admiring his work, and then he put a bit of mascara on Jerry's light eyelashes and a 
bit of lipstick on his lips. 


"Fuck yeah we will" Layne laughed, "but then we always do!" 


Then Layne took out their big common box of jewellery. They'd just combined all their accessories into the 
same box because they were happy to share. Layne put on a massive dream catcher necklace with lots of 
beads and feathers, and feathered earrings to match, and lots of big silver rings on his fingers. Jerry also put 
on a few silver rings on his fingers. He also wore little silver hoop earrings and a big silver necklace with a 
silver sun on it. And they both put on lots of bangles and beaded bracelets. 

They admired themselves in the mirror again and smiled and started messing around, blowing kisses to their 
reflection and posing. They had a good laugh. 

Layne then took out an old camera from his jacket pocket and stuck it in front of their faces. They both 
grinned as he clicked to take the picture, and then he took another picture where they made really silly faces 
with their tongues sticking out, and one where they were pouting arrogantly. Layne then pocketed the camera 


again so he could take more later. 
"Right, let's rolll" he said, and they headed out into the evening. 


It was still light and it was a warm day. A bit cloudy as usual, but the sun was out. They strutted confidently 
on the pavement and got lots of looks, especially from women, who eyed them hungrily up and down. They both 
smiled at everyone, and Layne even waved at some of them and blew kisses. Some ladies would giggle excitedly 
as Layne gave them his attention and he would wink at them. 


"You're such a womanizer", Jerry laughed, and Layne grinned. 
"Right, I'm super hungry, and so are you. | just know iH", Layne declared, "Let's get some grub!" 
They headed to Denny's so they could have huge all-day breakfasts. 


Layne got his camera out and took a picture of Jerry grinning with his massive plate in front of him, and he 


asked the waiter to take a picture of them both. 


"This is amazing!", Jerry proclaimed with a mouthful of bacon, "I was starving. Thank you so much for 


everything you do for me, | can't tell you how much | appreciate it" 


"Don't mention it", Layne replied casually, waving one hand and dipping a piece of toast in egg yolk with the 
other. 


"But | WANT to mention it", Jerry continued, dead serious. "You're so good to me and | SWEAR I'll make it up to 
you." 


Layne stared into his eyes and a big smile spread across his face. He just nodded knowingly and said "I know 
you will", and then got back to eating. 


Afterwards, they felt really full and content and so could get on with the rest of the evening's important 
activities, like drinking, smoking and picking up honeys. 


The latter was the easiest thing in the world A group of 3 gorgeous girls caught their eye as they were 
heading to a watering hole and they got chatting. The ladies were on their way to the Rainbow Tavern. They 
joined forces and headed there together. 


The place was quiet, seeing as it was a Monday night and it was early. The tall girl called Melissa decided to 
buy the first round. She had long honey brown hair with bangs and big dark doe-like eyes with long eyelashes. 
She was wearing a tight black mini dress with lots of silver chains around her neck, big silver hoop earrings 
and studded black calf length boots. She came back with beers for everyone and they all got chatting. The 
other two girls were called Rowan and Chelsea. Rowan was curvy with wild, short and curly flaming red hair, 


big bright green eyes, freckles and the sweetest laugh. She was wearing a short green sweater dress with a 


big chunky gold necklace and matching earrings, and burgundy thigh high high-heeled suede boots. Chelsea was 
a petite woman with dark blonde hair tied into 2 loose plaits and hazel eyes. She wore short denim dungarees 


with a black lace top underneath and fishnet tights. On her feet were back patent Mary Jane shoes. 


Around 4pm, Mike Starr, Jerry's friend, walked in, wasted as usual. Jerry smiled and waved to him and he 


came to sit down with them. 


"Hey, | recognise you from somewhere", Layne said, screwing up his eyes and scrutinising Mike. "Oh my GOD" 
he suddenly shouted, slapping his hand on the table and bursting into laughter. 


"What?" Everyone asked eagerly. 

"I know where | recognise you from, dude. | once saw you riding a little Honda motorbike wearing only a 
bathrobe with underwear underneath, and a cowboy hat", he said with difficulty as he was laughing so much, 
"and | remember thinking you were FUCKING EPIC" 

Mike giggled and said "Yeah, that sounds like me alright!" 

He took a long drag on his cigarette and continued "I didn't realise anyone was looking, or what the hell | was 
doing though really, cause | were high as FUCK!" 

"Christ on a bike, | love this guy!", Layne declared, slapping Mike on the back and laughing hysterically. 

"He's a great guy", Jerry agreed, laughing, "and a pretty decent bassist!" 


"Coooooll" Layne said enthusiastically, his eyes wide, "Maybe we can work together someday." 


The three of them nodded, grinning. Then Layne took out his camera and asked the girls to take a picture of 
the three of them, and then he took a picture of the three ladies together. 


Everyone then took turns buying rounds and going outside to smoke grass until they were all pretty damn 
wasted. 


"Youl I'm taking you homel", Melissa suddenly said, chuckling, grabbing Layne's head and kissing him deeply and 
hungrily. 


"Yes MA'AM!" he replied eagerly, getting up. 
"Don't wait up!" he yelled at Jerry, winking, before he got dragged out the door by a lustful Melissa. 
Jerry grinned and turned back to Rowan, who he'd been heartily making out with. 


He felt very horny and whispered in her ear that he wanted to take her back to his place. She giggled and 
nodded, and they said their goodbyes to Mike and Chelsea who were all over each other and barely noticed. 


Chapter 4: Diamond Lie 


The next day, Jerry woke up completely naked and sprawled across his mattress, and he felt ROUGH. He was 
glad that he didn't have to interact with other humans as Rowan had already left and Layne wasn't home yet. 
He found a parting gift from Rowan - a red lace thong and a piece of paper with a red lipstick kiss on it on 
which she had written her phone number. He had a really sore head and didn't remember everything, but he 
did remember thoroughly enjoying himself and he smiled. 


He suddenly heard someone fumble with the lock, then the sound of keys falling on the ground and cursing. He 
half-smiled, half-winced because of his pounding headache, then he got up and opened the door as he knew it 
would be Layne. 


"Oh! Erm, hi.. Jeezlll" Layne chuckled, eyes wide. 
Jerry had forgotten that he was completely buck naked. He giggled and ran away. 


"Too fucking early for a full-frontal’, Layne snickered, rubbing his face wearily. He yawned. His eyes were red 
and glazed and he had bags under them, and his hair was a tangled mess. "I didn't get much sleep", he admitted 


"No SHIT!" Jerry said, rolling his eyes, slipping on Star Wars pyjama pants. 


‘Oooooh... You neither by the look of things!", Layne smirked, picking up the red thong between his thumb and 
index finger and wiggling his eyebrows. Jerry laughed and wiggled his eyebrows back at Layne. 


They spent the rest of the day snuggled up on the old tattered brown couch, eating toast, smoking, drinking 


coffee and watching cartoons on TV. 


The next few weeks went pretty much the same way - a mix of partying, Layne working and Jerry keeping 
him company, and of course making music. Jerry was regularly jamming with his friend Mike Starr, and Mike 
had introduced him and Layne to his friend Sean Kinney, who was a great drummer and was dating Mike's 
sister. Jerry was super keen to start a band with those guys, and he really wanted Layne to join them, but 
Layne was already in a band and he was being non-committal and messing them around. 

So eventually, in an attempt to convince him to join their band, Jerry, Mike and Sean organised ridiculous spoof 
auditions with terrible singers and invited Layne to help them judge. 

The last guy they auditioned was a hilarious ginger-haired stripper with a ridiculously high-pitched voice, and 
this was the last straw for Layne. 


“Alright, alright guys. I'll join your band", he sighed, lifting his hands up in resignation, "| have to save you from 
these clowns!" 


Jerry, Mike and Sean grinned to each other knowingly as if to say "Mission Accomplished!" 


"Welcome aboard", they told Layne. 


They called themselves Diamond Lie. 


Chapter 5: Secrets known? 


Author's Notes: 
Sexual content! ;) 


The Diamond Lie guys really enjoyed playing together and felt like they had a really strong musical connection 
They were also close like brothers, as Mike and Sean had now moved in to the Music Bank with Jerry and 
Layne. 

BUT - by far the strongest connection was still between Layne and Jerry. They still slept (only slept, nothing 
else), together quite often. It comforted them. 

The two of them had also recorded quite a few more tidbits of amazing songs on Jerry's little tape recorder 
and they both wrote lots of song lyrics in their own personal notebooks. They only showed each other SOME of 
the stuff. They respected each other's privacy and nobody else knew about their writings and the stuff they 
had recorded together. It was their secret. They did have plans to reveal the great lyrics and music they'd 
written at some point but they were waiting for the right moment, "planning their attack". 


Their feelings for each other were a bit confused. They were most definitely soulmates on an emotional and 
musical level, but they were also starting to think they might be attracted to each other sexually. This 
confused them deeply as they really enjoyed women, and weren't attracted to other men at all. Yet they 
couldn't ignore the goosebumps and warm tingling feelings all over whenever they touched, whether by 
accident or not. They also caught themselves fantasising about each other quite a lot, and they also had sexual 
dreams about one another. They kept all this very secret from each other in the way that they never openly 
spoke about any of this to one another, or acted on their feelings. However, they had such a close connection 
that they could almost read each other's mind, so they pretty much KNEW that they had a carnal desire for 
one another, and they hinted at it a lot. They found this very enjoyable. Lustful glances, winks, slight not-so- 


accidental touches... the signs were all there. 


One day, when they were sleeping in the same bed again and Mike and Sean were away, Jerry was awoken by 
soft moans coming from Layne. He looked over and saw that Layne was lying on his back breathing heavily, 
with a huge erection, although he was still asleep. Jerry felt the familiar warmth and goosebumps wash over 
him. He closed his eyes briefly and gasped. He could *feel* Layne's pleasure. His own cock hardened and he felt 
like he couldn't take it anymore. He reached very slowly and gently stroked Layne's big bulge through his 
underwear. He sighed heavily, closed his eyes and bit his lip. He really enjoyed the feel of Layne's hard cock on 
his hand, even through the fabric. He imagined what it would be like to actually feel Layne's bare penis and he 
gasped, his own dick now rock hard and getting wet with precum. 

Layne didn't wake up but he arched his back in his sleep and moaned loudly. 

Jerry knew what was coming before it happened. He clasped his free hand over his own mouth to stop himself 
from screaming in ecstasy as Layne shot his load in his underwear. He then quickly put his hand inside his own 
pants and stroked his big throbbing cock quickly, and came almost immediately, his whole body trembling as he 


buried his face in his pillow to muffle the sound of his moans. 


Unbelievably, Layne was still fast asleep. 

Jerry turned on his side and closed his eyes, breathing hard. Soon after, Layne woke up. Jerry heard him gasp 
and run to the toilet. While he was away, Jerry quickly put his soaked undies into a plastic bag and wiped 
himself clean. Layne came back naked and said nothing. Jerry smirked. They just lay there naked, next to each 


other, in complete silence. 


And each lit a cigarette. 


Chapter 6: Demri 


Time went on and neither man spoke of the "sexy incident", as they both liked to privately call it in their own 
minds. They kept very busy playing small gigs, rehearsing, working, and of course, partying so there wasn't 
much time to think about it, nevermind talk about it. Layne had quit his other band Alice ‘N! Chains and 
become a full-time member of Diamond Lie. He was a super friendly, funny and outgoing guy and was always 
willing to help others, sometimes even to his own detriment. He'd managed to win over the guys from this 
band called Cat Butt, who also lived at the Music Bank, even though they thought Diamond Lie were awful and 
sounded like Poison. He'd just be super charming to them and say they could ask him if there was ever 
anything they needed like beer or weed or whatever. 


So they'd become good friends. 


Therefore one night the Diamond Lie and Cat Butt guys were all drinking together at the Rainbow Tavern, when 
this gorgeous petite woman suddenly showed up, lifted her shirt to expose her belly button, and went "Look! | 
can make a cat butt!" They all laughed, apart from Jerry. Layne was laughing the loudest of them all. Jerry 
felt a strong pang of pain in the pit of his stomach, which he couldn't really explain. He just had a really bad 
feeling about this woman. 

She introduced herself as Demri Parrott. Layne looked totally dazed and taken by this woman, which annoyed 
Jerry, but he was unsure exactly why. He looked at Layne intensely. Layne turned to him and Jerry saw his 
blue eyes become almost black and hollow for a second. He shook his head, thinking he was going insane, and 
when he looked again Layne was deep in conversation with Demri. She had long dark wavy hair and dark eyes, 
was about 5 feet tall and slim, and had a beautiful beaming white smile. Jerry had never seen Layne so taken 
with someone and it troubled him because he had a terrible sense of dread about it all. It wasn't jealousy. He 
just worried about Layne in that moment, as if he knew that this woman would have a huge and terrible 


impact on the man's future. 


It didn't take long before Layne got in a relationship with Demri, however they had a sort of open relationship 
arrangement as they were both young party animals and liked to sleep around. Jerry tried to forget about the 
bad feelings he had about her and he didn't communicate them to Layne. Whenever he felt like his feelings 
were too much to handle he'd just drink, do drugs or fuck someone. Or a mixture of those. 

Demri often attended their rehearsals and hung around their place, which annoyed him a bit, not because he 


didn't like her, but because he thought.. KNEW she wasn't right for Layne, and that she would cause him a lot 


of damage. 


Layne had noticed that Jerry had gone a bit wilder and had drawn away from him a bit recently, and he knew 
it had something with Demri, but he wasn't sure exactly what it was. This annoyed him as he had gotten 
accustomed to reading Jerry so well, but he decided to just let it run its course. He was very distracted by 


Demri so he wasn't really seeing the situation all that clearly anyway. 


One day at one of their rehearsals, the guys all decided that it was time to change the name of the band, as 


Diamond Lie was a shit name. 


"| was always a fan of the name Alice in Chains. How about that?", Layne suggested, "It's kinda cool. Alice in 
Wonderland bondage style." 


They all agreed and started to plan a big, fun reveal gig for their new band name. This cheered everyone up, 
especially Jerry and Layne, and the bad sort of sixth sense he had regarding Demri faded a bit from Jerry's 


mind. 


Chapter 1: The Big Reveal 
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The guys rehearsed a lot in their big rehearsal room at the music bank for what they called their "Big 
Reveal". They'd be playing at the Central Tavern on Halloween night. Everyone would think that it was Diamond 
Lie playing, and then it would be revealed that it was Alice in Chains instead. They were very excited about it. 


Their rehearsal room was huge, with mirrors all around. They loved to look at themselves in the mirror while 
they performed so that they could get their expressions just right and practise high kicks and mess around. It 


was an excellent laugh. 


Jerry and Layne still hadn't spoken to Mike and Sean about the songs they'd been working on together - there 
were 2 that they were especially fond of, which they'd called Man in the Box and Love Hate Love. There were 
also a few songs that Jerry had written all by himself, lyrics and music, and Jerry had then asked Layne to 
sing them with him and they'd worked out harmonies together. Harmonies were Layne's biggest strength, as 
well as his uber-powerful voice, which Jerry had once commented "you'd expect to come from a 350lbs man 
rather than skinny Layne", to Layne's amusement. Jerry was also astonished that Layne came up with such 
amazing, dark and brilliant harmonies. "Wrong but right", as he called them. It was perfect. 

Their favourite Jerry written songs were Sunshine, Sea of Sorrow and Bleed the Freak They still played and 
rehearsed just the two of them together, during Layne's graveyard shifts and while Mike and Sean were away 
or out of earshot. It was all very secretive and exciting. Even Demri knew nothing of it. 

Layne and Jerry were also finding it increasingly difficult to keep their hands to themselves when they were 
around each other. Even when Demri was around, Layne sometimes had an urge to touch Jerry in whatever 
way possible. And it was reciprocal. It never went far though - just a hug here and there, a ruffling of each 


other's hair or even a slap on the bum sometimes. 


Then came the day of the gig. The guys had all decided that they would wear ridiculous ‘TOs dresses which 
they had gotten from different sources. Layne wore an ugly brown dress, Mike a pink flowery dress, Jerry a 
long blue dress with puffy sleeves to match his eyes and the pinup girl on his guitar and Sean a stripey, 


mustard yellow, horror of a dress. 


They showed up early at the venue to do sound checks and set up the stage. They had a big backdrop that 
said "ALICE IN CHAINS" and they put up a massive white sheet in front of the stage so someone would just 
pull it off to reveal the new band name and themselves playing in their ugly frocks. 


They drank a few beers and smoked a few joints backstage and then it was time to go. All was set up and they 
had creepy Halloween ghost music playing. The venue was plunged into darkness apart from two green 
spotlights lighting the front of the stage. They all filed one after the other onto the stage - Sean, then Mike, 
and then Jerry was gonna go when Layne suddenly grabbed him from behind and pulled him towards him in a 
tight embrace. Jerry was quite shocked, but pleased. Then Layne spun him around so he could face him and, 
with no hesitation whatsoever, grabbed his head and hair roughly and kissed him deeply and passionately. The 
other 2 men were none the wiser. Afterwards, Jerry and Layne both briefly stared at each other and Jerry 
was breathless and hungry for more, but Layne gently pushed him away and whispered, grinning: 


"Nuh-uh! Just a wittle good luck kiss." and he winked. 


Jerry gawped at him for a moment before smirking sexily. Then he nodded and got on the stage, closely 
followed by Layne. The crowd couldn't see them yet as they were still behind the sheet. All they could see 
were silhouettes behind it. They crowd cheered as they saw all the silhouettes appear and apparently setting 


up their instruments. 


Then suddenly a man dressed as the Grim Reaper, complete with scythe, showed up onstage in front of the 


sheet and shouted: 
"Ladies aaaaand gentlemen! Boys and ghouls! There will be no Diamond Lie tonight." 
People in the crowd looked at each other in puzzlement. 


He continued, in a huge roar: 
"Instead, we have for you ALICE. IN. CHAIIIIIINS!I! 


As he said that, the sheet dropped and the guys broke into "Social Parasite” to loud cheers and bursts of 


applause. 


"If you loved me would you call me a social parasite 

And who's the one to tell me whether it's wrong or right 

If you loved me would you call me a social parasite 

And who's the one to tell me whether its wrong or right 

DIBBA DONG DIBBA DONG BA DOO BAYYYYYYYYY YAI", 

Layne sang, enjoying himself thoroughly, dancing and jumping energetically around the stage and shaking his hair 
and hips all over the place. He was in danger of flashing his junk a few times.. obviously not used to wearing a 
dress. Jerry was enjoying the view, often casting lustful glances at Layne and grinning as he played, and Layne 


was doing the same to him. He even came over and pulled at his hair a bit at one point, which Jerry found 


very arousing, and he ruffled Layne's hair affectionately. 


Then they played Can't Have You Blues, Killing Yourself, Whatcha Gonna Do?, Suffragette City, Bite the Bullet, 
Chemical Addiction, Fairytale Love Story and last but not least, Queen of the Rodeo. 

During this last song, Layne strutted around the stage singing the funny lyrics, and towards the end, he 
jumped up on Jerry's back, riding him like a horse. Everyone was howling with laughter but they all still 
managed to play the song perfectly, even Jerry, with Layne on his back and his b-foot frame shaking with 
mirth. That's just how good and passionate a guitarist he was. 

When the song ended, Layne got off Jerry's back and they hugged, stumbling about and still laughing. Then 
Layne shouted "Thank you and good night!" into the microphone, they all did silly curtsies in their ridiculous 
dresses and waved at the crowd, and they headed backstage. 


They were all super excited, they thought it had gone amazingly well. They popped open a bottle of whisky to 
celebrate and all took swigs straight from the bottle. 


When they'd finished it, they headed back into the main room at the tavern. Mike and Sean quickly disappeared 
out of sight. Layne and Jerry certainly didn't mind. They headed for a quiet hallway. 


Jerry leaned against the wall, head flat against it and smiled contentedly at Layne, who leaned over him with 
his hands against the wall and grinned. 


"So000.." Jerry breathed softly. 

Their faces were really close to each other and they could smell each other's whisky breath, and could feel 
the warmth of it on their lips, which was overall very intimate and sensual for both of them. Layne half 
closed his eyes as he savoured the moment. His lips drew closer to Jerry's and very barely brushed against 
them, as lightly as the flutter of a butterfly's wings. They both quivered with excitement and anticipation 
throughout their whole bodies. 

"Shall we..", Layne whispered tantalisingly against Jerry's lips and his eyes darted to the exit door. 


"Yes", Jerry breathed, "I fucking want you bad and this place is too busy.. and probably not open late enough." 


"Let's go home and make a mess", Layne said, breathing hard, slowly drawing away, grabbing Jerry by the arm 
and pulling him towards the exit. 


They headed out into the cool night air. They both felt really excited and couldn't help holding each other's 
hand tight as they quickly walked away. They really didn't care if anyone saw, and they doubted that anyone 
cared anyway. 


They felt elated and their loud giggles and the sound of their footsteps could've woken up the whole street. 


They drowned out the birds, screaming in the trees. 


When they got back to the music bank, Jerry, full of desire, pushed Layne roughly against the outside door, 
making him gasp loudly in ecstasy, and grinded his hips against him. Layne let out soft moans as he felt Jerry's 
big cock get hard against him, and he was getting there too. Then Jerry, breathing hard, gazed right into 
Layne's eyes for a few seconds, full of lust. Then he grabbed Layne's face in his hands and without warning 
kissed him hard and deep on the mouth. 


"Aaaaahhhh yeah..", Layne moaned into the kiss, stroking Jerry's tongue with his own, his eyes rolling to the 
back of his head. 


A goodnight kiss equals a quick reaction. 


Layne fumbled impatiently to get his keys out and unlock the door, his back still pinned against the door. They 
kept kissing as Layne slowly opened the door and they stumbled in, Layne dragging Jerry in with him by the 
collar, both still kissing passionately. Then Jerry kicked the door shut and they carelessly threw their shoes 
off. The place was only illuminated by the streetlights outside but they didn’t care, in fact it was a very sexy 


and mysterious atmosphere so there was a mutual unspoken agreement to not bother turning the lights on. 


Jerry removed Layne's silver belt and quickly undid the zip at the back of his dress. Layne also unzipped 
Jerry's dress, and they both fell out of their respective dresses. 


They were completely naked apart from their jewellery which shone brightly in the dim light. 


It was a beautiful, surreal sight to both of them and they gasped in wonder as they stopped to stare at each 
other's body and take in the view. 


They were so taken with each other's beauty that they both actually started tearing up, and this made them 
giggle a bit embarrassingly. Layne reached out a hand, smiling, and wiped the moisture off of Jerry's eyes with 
his fingertips. 


Then he took Jerry's hair with both hands and stroked it lovingly and grabbed it amorously. He adored Jerry's 
hair. Jerry closed his eyes and smiled contentedly. He loved having his hair touched in that way. 


Layne then placed soft kisses on Jerry's eyelids while still stroking his hair, and then kissed him all over his 
forehead, cheeks and chin, before getting back to work heavily on those generous, plump, moist lips of his. 


Jerry panted and kissed Layne harder, stroking his head and hair at the same time and then lowering his hands 
to stroke the back of his bare, smooth and a bit sticky with sweat body. His hands explored every bit of 
Layne's neck and back, fondling and massaging his skin lovingly. Layne was moaning appreciatively into their 


kisses as he felt wave after wave of pleasure coursing through his whole body. Jerry's touch was electric. 


When Jerry reached Layne's hips, he pressed them hard into him, taking Layne into a tight embrace whilst 
covering his neck and shoulders with his lips and tongue, licking and kissing. Layne felt like he was in heaven. 


And then without warning Jerry grabbed his buttocks and squeezed them delightfully, making both of them 
groan appreciatively. Then Jerry's hands moved to Layne's thighs as he kissed and licked his nipples, and he 
grabbed hold of them and lifted them to his hips, taking Layne into his arms and pinning him to the wall. Layne 
sighed loudly, eyes rolling, and he wrapped his arms around Jerry's neck and curled his long legs around Jerry's 


hips as they kissed hungrily. 


"You're so stroooong", Layne giggled admiratively, and they both snorted a bit at how cheesy that sounded, but 
it didn't break the spell 


Jerry looked at Layne, his eyes full of love and care, and he smiled. He felt like his heart was going to burst 
with exaltation. He lightly rubbed his nose against Layne's and purred softly. Then he pressed his forehead 


against Layne's and they gazed at each other amorously. 


"You're so fucking beautiful, Layne’, Jerry whispered softly, meaning every word of it and so much more, 


holding on tightly to him and losing himself in the deep blue of his big, bright eyes. 
Layne's eyes lit up even more and he beamed at Jerry. 
"Oh, you charmer!", he giggled. 


"Well, YOU'RE the snake charmer..", he giggled back and wiggled his eyebrows, looking down at his quite 


magnificent erection. 
Layne guffawed but also licked his lips longingly and swallowed hard. 


He got out of Jerry's grasp and kneeled down in front of him, looking straight at his hard uncut |0-incher, and 
then looked up at Jerry. Jerry breathed very loudly. 


‘I've er.. never done this before.. never been with a man’, Layne said. 

Jerry nodded. "Me neither", he shrugged 

"What a way to start.", Layne giggled, eyes wide, referring to Jerry's enormousness. 

Jerry laughed softly and stroked Layne's hair reassuringly. 

itll feel amazing whatever you do", he said simply, and bit his bottom lip hard in anticipation. 


"You're so cute and sexy when you do that face", said Layne, looking at Jerry's face and chuckling softly, "Il 


call it beaver face". 


Jerry laughed and kept biting his bottom lip, exaggerating the face. 


Then Layne started covering Jerry's thighs and stomach with light kisses as he grabbed and stroked his 
sublime, smooth, rounded behind. 


Jerry sighed happily. 


Layne then started covering his cock with kisses, starting very lightly and then giving harder and deeper wet 
kisses, before finally getting his tongue out and licking the tip, and then the whole length teasingly. 


Jerry knocked his head back and groaned loudly. 
"Tastes nice", Layne said, grinning mischievously, "How badly do you want it in my mouth?" 
"Oh baby | want it so fucking bad, pleaaaase suck me", Jerry begged. 


Layne was extremely turned on by this talk and they both moaned loudly as he finally let his mouth slide down 
Jerry's length, tasting him at long last. 


He had never imagined himself sucking another man and enjoying it, but for some reason Jerry was different 
and he felt like he would do pretty much just anything to him. He loved the taste and the feel of him, in every 


way possible. 


"You drive me insane Jerry, you know that?", he whispered in between mouthfuls, amused, looking straight into 


Jerry's half-opened eyes. 
‘Likewise’, Jerry breathed, grabbing Layne's head hard in both hands. 

Layne started sucking and licking and stroking harder and faster whilst fondling Jerry's balls. 
"Babyy lm getting close", Jerry warned. 


"Oh yeah, get it all in my mouth", Layne teased, "I'm dying to know what your cum tastes like and l'm gonna 


swallow every drop". 


"Aaaaahhh fuuuuuuck baby, here it coooomes', Jerry shouted, hips thusting hard as his hot jism flew right 


into Layne's eager mouth. 


‘Mmmmmmm", Layne moaned appreciatively, eyes tightly shut as he focused on licking and tasting and 


swallowing every drop, "You taste so fucking good, babe". 
Jerry groaned happily. "You sure its your first time? DAMN you're sexy", he declared. 


"You're sexier", Layne whispered, still licking him clean, until Jerry had gone limp in his mouth, "Otherwise | 


wouldn't have enjoyed tasting you so much, hell, I'd never even thought about ‘getting bizzay' with a man 


before | met you". He chuckled. 

"Now let me take care of you", Jerry said suddenly, picking Layne up and carrying him off to his mattress and 
laying him down on his back. Then he spread his legs wide. Layne's penis had seemed quite small when he'd first 
seen it ‘at rest, but erect, it now rose to a respectable b or | inches and it was a beauty - it was like a 
lovely, long-stemmed rose with a sweet drop of dew on its pink bud, which he promptly licked off, earning an 


appreciative moan from its owner. 


"You're a grower", Jerry observed, smirking and raising his eyebrows, before slowly and carefully taking 


Layne's whole circumcised length into his hungry mouth, gagging slightly in the process. 


‘Mmmmm yeeeeessss, like that’, Layne mumbled, "Keep up that good work on my log, beaver boy! And grab 
them balls". 


Jerry chuckled and obeyed like a good boy. He stroked Layne's sack as he continued licking and sucking him, 
making them both moan loudly and relishingly. 


Then Layne suddenly grabbed him and turned them both around. He was now sitting on top of Jerry's chest, 
jerking himself off above Jerry's trembling lips, making him ache and shake with pure desire. 


"You want it back in your mouth don't you? SAY IT!" Layne panted, eyes screwed shut. 
"Yesss please baby, give it back to me", Jerry begged 


"Ahhh you're such a little slut Jerry, you're gonna make me cum”, Layne warned And a second later he came 


all over Jerry's gorgeous face and hair, screaming in ecstasy. 


Jerry loved it and rubbed Layne's sweet semen in his face and licked it off his hands. Then he lifted his head 
and took Layne's still hard cock back into his mouth and licked it and sucked it clean 


"Fucking amazing", Layne exclaimed. 
Jerry smiled broadly, sat up and kissed Layne's lips hungrily, his face still covered in Layne's juices. 
They laughed. "| need a fucking wash, I'm all sticky", Jerry said, amused. 


"Well, you know the drill, lovely, no luxury facilities in here l'm afraid’, Layne said, grabbing some wet wipes and 


wiping himself and Jerry as clean as he could. 


"What about my fucking hair? You really had to get your stickiness all over it?" Jerry pouted jokingly, with a 
twinkle in his eye. 


"Hell yeah!", Layne declared, "It's your best feature." he stopped, and then continued “along with your gorgeous 


nose, eyes, lips, nipples, strong arms, big hands, long legs, COCKKKK”, he insisted on the last word and said it 
very loudly. 


Jerry blushed and nudged him lightly and they laughed. There was only one toilet in the whole building, which 
was inconvenient, although they did have a sink in the room so they went to it and Layne helped Jerry clean 
his hair and the rest of himself. Then he sat Jerry down and brushed his hair lovingly and dried it. They both 
loved this process. Since they'd been living together, Layne was the assigned caretaker of Jerry's hair as he 
absolutely worshipped it, and Jerry loved having his hair looked after so it was a great match. 

He kissed the top of Jerry's head 

"All done", he declared, smiling and admiring his work 

"Thank you", Jerry replied, returning the smile. 

"We need to talk, you know", Layne said softly. 


Jerry nodded sombrely. He guessed that Layne wanted to speak about Demri, amongst other things. 


"I noticed you went erm.. a bit... wild.. when | started going out with ‘her'", Layne began, looking down and 


shuffling his feet uncomfortably, not feeling like he needed to even say the name. 


Jerry sighed "| just don't think you're good for each other", he blurted out, "I have a really bad feeling about 
it". 


Layne's eyes widened as he looked up at Jerry and he saw that Jerry was dead serious and had deep concern 
darkening his normally clear blue eyes. He could see that this wasn't jealousy. Well, perhaps a hint.. But mostly 
just genuine love for him, and worry. Jerry's concern deeply warmed his heart but he also felt a slight pang of 


annoyance, thinking ‘it's my fucking life’ and ‘| can take care of myself. He sighed, feeling torn 


‘lm not sure why you feel this way, Jerry, love, but | can see that you're taking this very seriously so I'll be 
careful", Layne said, stroking Jerry's hair and twirling it around his fingers. 


Jerry closed his eyes, sighed and pouted. "OK", he said, unconvinced, "but what about us? What's gonna happen 


now?" 


"Well, you know it's quite a loose arrangement we have, me and her..", Layne shrugged, "I do love her and care 


about her.." 
Jerry winced despite himself and his chest tightened. Layne noticed this and immediately hugged him tightly. 


"You, you're so incredibly special to me though. You shine above all the others. Even above ‘her, he said, 


whispering the last part and kissing him on the cheek. 


Jerry smiled and nodded. He felt the same way. They couldn't explain their attraction to each other but it 
didn't really matter. 


"The way | see it is this", Layne explained, "We're into chicks, but we also love each other and have a really, 
really special connection. Right? And nothing's gonna change that. So we don't need to be exclusive to one 


another. As long as we respect each other.. yeah?" 


"Yeah", Jerry smiled and nodded, "But seriously Layne, watch out for the D-girl, please.. | worry about you and 
| love you so fucking much. | don't want anything bad to happen to you." 


Layne couldn't help smiling. 
"Oh, you sweet, sweet boy", he said before kissing him softly on the lips, "I promise I'll take care". 


"Also", Jerry smirked, "You know erm.. ‘that morning..", obviously referring to the ‘sexy incident’, "Were you 


erm.. totally asleep?" 


Layne blushed and nudged Jerry lightly. "Mmmm.mostly", he said, looking up and narrowing his eyes as if deep 
in thought, "I was having the most WONDERFUL dream.."; he grinned, “about this most handsome long maned 


gentleman called Gerald.. and he was touching me inappropriately." 


Jerry collapsed into fits of laughter and Layne joined him. They rolled about on the floor together, laughing to 
tears until they weren't even sure exactly ‘what they'd been laughing about, or were laughing about. Then 
they just lay there, on their backs, on the floor, catching their breaths and feeling the purest of joy, having 
spent what was probably the best night of their lives together. 


Chapter 8: SNOW! 


In the next weeks, the weather kept getting much colder until eventually, one mid-November morning, the first 


show came. 
Jerry was sitting by the window smoking when the first snowflake of the season slowly danced past. He gasped 
in surprise and wonder, the cigarette almost falling from his lips, as several more snowflakes continued making 
their slow descent. 


"SNOW!" he shouted excitedly, eyes wide. 


Layne was sitting on the couch, scribbling in his notebook. He looked up to Jerry and smiled. Jerry's face was 
truly heart-warming to see, he looked like a super cute overexcited little boy. 


"D'aaaawww, look at you", he piped, beaming and getting up from the couch to come and join Jerry by the 
window and snuggle. They looked outside and giggled like little kids. 


"Let's gol" Jerry shouted enthusiastically. 

They both got up, barefoot and wearing only pyjama pants (Jerry's had Animal on them and Layne, Oscar the 
Grouch) and they headed straight outside the door and looked up, watching the snow fall on their faces, and 
sticking their tongues and hands out to catch the flakes. 

"I fucking love the first snow", Layne said, chuckling, "It's just wonder full" 

Jerry smiled and nodded and he put his arm tightly around Layne's shoulders, bringing him closer to him. They 
looked at each other, feeling desire burning deep inside of them and warming them up, and they smiled and 


kissed softly, their lips pleasantly cold and wet from the snow. 


They kissed again and again, lost in the moment, the snowflakes slowly covering their heads and bare chests, 
enjoying the delightful mix of cold on the outside and warm on the inside. 


Sadly, the spell was broken when they heard someone clearing their throat loudly. They both looked up and 


Jerry couldn't help rolling his eyes in complete annoyance. It was Demri. 

"Oh, hi honey!", Layne said brightly, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand, looking a bit embarrassed. 
‘Sorry to interrupt..", she said, smirking at them and raising an eyebrow. 

Jerry narrowed his eyes, pouted and glared at her, and he immediately turned and stormed back inside. He 


could hear them speaking in hushed tones behind him. He was furious. He got in, quickly got dressed, picked up 
some of his things and headed out again. They stopped talking and stared at him as he hurried past. 


"W..Where are you going?", Layne stammered, looking very uncomfortable. 
Jerry shrugged, not bothering to look at him, and headed down the road to a little café. 


He ordered a black coffee and perched himself on a stool facing the window. Then he took out his trusty 
notebook 


He thought of how frustrated he was with Layne still dating Demri and the feeling of dread he still felt deeply 


regarding their relationship. Then he wrote down in bold letters: 
"Something's gotta turn out right". And he underlined this several times. 


He took a sip from his coffee and stared at this sentence. It felt comforting. He kept reading it and re-reading 
it and he even started whispering it to himself out loud, until he was completely convinced by it and believed it 


to be true. 


He sighed satisfyingly, tossed his empty coffee cup in the bin and headed back out into the lovely snow 


shower, humming to himself. 


He walked for a long time, collecting his thoughts, until he was frozen and soaked to the bone so he went back 
to the music bank, hoping Layne and Demri would be away. However, he was surprised to find Layne alone, 


slouched on the couch, scribbling furiously in his notebook. He didn't even look up when Jerry walked in. 


Fine", Jerry thought sulkily. He removed his wet clothes, remaining only in his boxer shorts, and he wrapped 
himself in a big blanket. Then he sat down by the window, next to the small portable heater. He lit a cigarette 
and also started writing down stuff in his notebook, puffing away. Then a strange battle of sorts began.. 


"Something's gotta turn out right..", Jerry sang softly. 


Layne snorted annoyingly and sang back, in a slightly louder voice: 


"The man's beside himself, man's below himself. Man's behind himself, am | inside myself?" 


That was really good but Jerry wasn't about to say so. He sniffled loudly and sang, with a bit of frustration 
now showing in his voice: 


"Here | sit writing on the paper, trying to think of words you can't ignore" 


Layne stood up and replied, his voice full of emotion and power: 
‘So you sit and think of love 


| wait, hate all the more, | fall" 


And he absolutely belted out the final line: 
"On skinned knees | CRAAAAAWL" 


Jerry shook his head, also stood up and sang very loudly and emotionally: 
"Walls of thought, strong and high 


As my castle crumbles with time." 


He pointed to Layne and looked directly at him and continued: 
"I think of you 
Oh, yes | do" 


And then, rolling his eyes sarcastically: 


"Such a crime" 


Layne dramatically put a hand on his heart for his finale, which he sang with a very hoarse and tremendously 
powerful voice: 

"You, you are so special 

You have the talent 

to make me feel like DIRT" 


He spat the last word right in Jerry's face, looking at him right in the eyes for the first time. His eyes were 
red and very watery. 

There was an awkward silence. Layne had turned his back to Jerry and was facing the wall, leaning against it 
with his hand, catching his breath. Jerry was looking at the floor, stunned and with a deep aching in his chest. 
And two other pairs of eyes had appeared and were looking at each other, jaws to the floor - Mike and Sean 
had walked in. Jerry and Layne hadn't even noticed though as they were so focused on their little ‘sing off. 
That was the end of it now though, there was nothing Jerry could possibly reply. 


Sean cleared his voice loudly, breaking the silence. 


"What's all this, then?" he asked quizzically. 


Jerry looked at him, his eyes narrowing to slits, and he shook his head slowly as if to say "not now". Sean 
sagely bowed his head, put his hands up in resignation and backed away. 


Jerry put on some boots and a long coat and he headed outside, leaned back against a wall and exhaled deeply. 
He lit a cigarette and closed his eyes as he inhaled the acrid smoke. Not long after, Layne joined him, standing 
with his back against the wall right next to him and also smoking a cigarette. They didn't talk or look at each 
other, they just kept smoking until they were down to the filter and then carelessly flicked the butts away. 


Then Jerry stood straight in front of Layne, looked at him straight in the eyes, grabbed him by the shoulders 
and shook him slightly whilst stating loudly and clearly with the most confident and determined of voices: 


“Something's gotta turn out right." 


Layne half smiled, nodded and his eyes lowered in shame. 


‘lm s..", he began but Jerry shushed him and put his finger on his lips. 

Layne looked up, Jerry's finger still resting on his lips. 

"No need to be sorry", Jerry said, "I kind of enjoyed that.. It was much better than having a regular, boring 
fight. It was so deep and satisfying... | feel like a weight's been taken off, and we expressed ourselves in a way 
that just mere words could never have communicated so well. Right?" 


"Yeah", Layne whispered, now grinning. They hugged tightly and kissed. 


"You... #dont* make me feel like dirt..", Layne said, shrugging embarrassingly and looking down again. "| was just 


in a shit mood cause ‘she' and | had a fight.. After you left." 

"A fight about me?", Jerry asked 

Layne nodded. "She laughed and called you sassy and wild and a drama queen after you left and it pissed me 
off. | told her she didn't even know you, and she was all like "ooooh, sorry for insulting your *boyfriend®" and 
at that point | snapped and told her she'd better leave, which she did. Ugh, she wasn't even supposed to show 
up today, it was unexpected and to be honest it annoyed me a bit, as you and | we were having such a lovely 
time. And | knew you were gutted and angry and it pained me.." 

Jerry smiled and gently caressed Layne's cheek with the back of his hand. 

"You sweet thing", he said, and he kissed Layne's forehead and stroked his soft long curls. 

"Youuuuu, soft and only 

Youuuuy, lost and lonely 

Youuuuy, just like heaven", Layne sang in a whisper. 

Jerry smiled, his eyes softening and shining even further. He grabbed the back of Layne's neck and pushed his 
head towards his so that their lips would meet. They kissed deeply and passionately, their tongues melting into 
one another, and their bodies slid down the wall, kissing all the way, until they were left just sitting on the 
ground, still hungrily tasting one another. They were starting to get quite turned on by this though so they 
had to stop. Outside sex just there and then was obviously not onl 

They smiled at each other and blushed adorably. 

"You drive me..", Layne started. 


"fucking crazy! *Mostly* in a good way", Jerry finished, smirking. 


Layne laughed and nodded, and they cuddled up with Layne resting his head on Jerry's shoulder. 


"Let's get back in huh, it's cold’, Jerry said softly after a few minutes, gently nudging Layne. 


They headed inside to find Mike and Sean sitting on the couch, watching Alf on TV. They switched the TV off 


as soon as the guys came in and they looked at them inquisitively. 

"Everything alright?" Mike asked, one eyebrow raised. 

"Yeah, all good", Jerry said, smiling. 

"Good. Ok, now come over here and sit down, you two.", Mike continued. 

They all sat in a circle. "So, see , the thing is, we don't know what's going on between you two, and to be 
honest, we don't NEED to know as it's none of our business.. just as long as it doesn't affect the band in any 
bad way, yeah?" 

Jerry and Layne nodded. "Of course", Jerry said. 

Mike and Sean looked at each other. They'd been hoping for a bit more details regarding the nature of Layne 
and Jerry's relationship, but like Mike had said it was none of their business, and they were happy enough with 


that response. They were dying to ask something else though.. 


"Erm.. Those bits of songs you were singing earlier though.. What were they? Have you two been working on 
some new stuff? It sounded fucking radl", Sean blurted out after clearing his throat. 


"All in good time my friends..", Layne said, tapping the side of his nose knowingly, "Christmas is coming, right?" 
Mike and Sean smirked and nodded. "Hmmm.. Ok, | *guess* we can wait a bit longer..", Sean sighed. 
Ill be fucking worth it, trust usl", Jerry grinned, looking at Layne knowingly. 


And that's how Jerry and Layne the little elves started preparing something very special indeed for Mike and 


Sean's Christmas presents.. 


